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	1. Chapter 1 Birthday Surprises

"Surprise!"

Blinking out the tears in his eyes caused by the sudden bright light. Albert looked around the cafeteria and smiled at all the people that showed up to his tenth birthday.

"Stanley you turned on the lights too quickly, you blinded the poor kid!" Officer Gomez said.

"I'm fine Mr. Gomez, thank you for coming!" Albert said

"It's no problem, thank you for helping Freddie with his homework. With you Freddie manages a B solid with Mr. Brotch."

Albert glanced at Freddie Gomez who looked sheepishly away. Wally Mack and Butch Deloria sneered at Albert before whispering something to Freddie. Probably insulting no doubt.

"Happy birthday son. I can't believe your already ten, I'm so proud of you." his dad James said. "Your mother would be so-"

"Yes ten is a remarkable achievement." the overseer interrupted. "Of course that means you're ready to take on your first true Vault responsibilities."

"I already do, just ask Stanley." Albert said.

"Well now they'll count." the overseer retorted. Handing him the pip-boy 3000. "With your first Pip boy, you truly will become a productive citizen of vault 101."

Taking the pip-boy and putting it on with no trouble whatsoever, he saw the overseers' eyebrow rise in surprise. "I take it you've worn that before?"  
>"I told you, I work with Stanley and he's been showing me some of the technical workings of the pip-boy. I figured I'd look into it before I got it."<p>

Albert saw the Overseer scowl at that. "Well enjoy your party." he said shortly before sitting down.

"Yes you should enjoy your birthday." James said. "Your only ten once, so don't waste it."

"Thanks dad." Albert said though he wasn't sure if he would enjoy it after that frosty encounter with the Overseer.

"Happy Birthday Albert." Amata said to him, and the joy of the party started to come back to him. Amata was only a few weeks younger than him, and the only true friend that was around his age. He preferred the company of people older than him such as Stanley or Officer Gomez, even Jonas, his father's assistant was much better company then most of the other kids. Yet Amata was both younger, and smarter than all of the others, and they both shared something that few could understand, they both didn't have a mother helping raise them.

"You threw this all together for me?" Albert asked.

"Yep! And you didn't even suspect did you?" Amata smiled.

"No I suspected." he said. although in truth he knew about the party long before the day came. It wasn't hard to hear something like this when stuck in an underground Vault.

"Oh really? Then what did I get you for a present?"

"uh." that he didn't know. "I like surprises so I figured I wouldn't find out!"

"Liar." She smiled and handed out the magazine and his heart jumped. "Grognak the barbarian issue #14!"

"Awesome!" he shouted. He'd been trying to read this one for several months now, _lair of the virgin eater_. He'd enjoy it, though he hoped it didn't end on a cliffhanger like issue #10. He only found out how that one ended after five months of waiting and a lot of doing Freddie's homework for him.

"Come over here young Deary." Old lady Palmer beckoned. "Now close your eyes and hold out your hands."

Stuffing the comic in his jumpsuit he did as told and felt something soft and fairly warm put into his hands. Opening he saw a sweetroll, something that immediately made his mouth water.

"Happy birthday Al." She said her wrinkled face breaking into a large smile. "Jonas told me how much you loved these when he brought one with him to work."

"Thanks Lady Palmer." Albert said sheepishly, in truth he had found it sitting on his chair and though he dad had gotten it for him, when Jonas had only set it there to go use the bathroom. He was glad Jonas just laughed it off. "You didn't have to get me anything."

"Oh fiddlesticks!" She said. "You're only ten once and you should be having fun! Believe it or not I was Ten once to."  
>"That must've been interesting." Albert said<p>

"The vault was so much more lively back then, unlike now. We don't have nearly as many young people as we do now." Old lady paler seemed lost in memory. "Well you should go enjoy your party!"

"Thanks Mrs. Palmer." Albert said. He'd save the sweetroll for later he had a cake to enjoy.

"_IT'S TIME TO CUT THE CAKE!_" the mechanical voice of Andy said loudly. Andy was a mister handy robot, through he didn't come with the vault, and he had been the project from several past maintenance workers, though Stanley was the first one to get him working properly.

"Andy wait!" Stanley said as Andy revved up his saw blade.

Bringing it down straight in the middle the blade flung cake pieces all over the counter and the floor. His dad and Stanley ducked as frosting sprayed over the sides and a large piece hit Butch in the face.

Albert put a hand over his mouth to prevent him from laughing. Andy still had some problems in his logic circuitry.

"_I AM, TERRIBLY SORRY._" Andy said for what could pass as sheepishly.

"It's alright Andy." Albert said picking up a small piece of what was left of the cake and eating it. "Lemon and vanilla. Good choice."

It was really the only choices in the Vault, Lemon, vanilla, and 'spice' cake. Three choices pick any two to satisfy your sweet tooth.

"Hey gimme that sweetroll!" Butch said behind him. "That stupid robot destroyed the cake!"

"I know I was right here." Albert said.

"Yeah you're very funny; now hand over that sweetroll before I deck you!"  
>"We could share it?" Albert suggested.<p>

"'We can share it.'" Butch mocked. "What are you five, now hand it over!"  
>"You must be hungry Butch, your mother drink up all the ration cards again?" Albert asked. Butches' mother was a known drunk in the Vault, and a touchy subject for Butch.<p>

"Don't talk about my mother!" Butch shouted getting up and taking a swing at Albert, Albert moved out of the way and his father stopped behind Butch grabbing his arms.

"That's enough of that!" he said looking sternly at Butch. "Sit down and behave yourself or leave."

"Mr. James, please don't do my job." Officer Gomez said coming up to them, he had seen the first swing and was already there. "Now you boys behaving?"

"Oh it's alright, just boys being boys." Albert said.

"Well both of you stop causing trouble." Gomez said taking a seat, keeping a close eye on Butch.

"Sorry about Andy." Stanley said. "So how do you like your Pip-boy?"

"I can't wait to start modifying it." Albert said grinning.

"Well I'll let you take apart some other ones first okay." Stanley said smiling. "The A models are a bit dated, but are quite reliable when you know how to work them."

"Oh and one more thing." he beckoned Albert over and put a cap on his head. "Happy birthday!"

"Thanks Stanley." Albert said smiling. "And thanks for not letting Andy put in on my head."

"_I WOULD'VE DONE JUST FINE THANK YOU VERY MUCH!_" Andy protested.

"Yeah instead of cake it would be itty pieces of brain and skull to clean up in the cafeteria." Albert joked.

The intercom went off and his Father left to answer it. Albert and Stanley talked about maintenance and robots for a minute. Stanley was probably his second best friend in the Vault. They both bonded over technical applications but most of all, Andy himself. Albert hoped to be able to build his own mister handy in the vault, maybe even several if he could find the parts.

"Son when you get the chance head down to the reactor level, we've got a little surprise for you."

His father left, Albert was still enjoying talking to Stanley about the Mister Handy's. Telling him how back before people had to live in the vault there were Mister Handy's that shot lasers and flamethrowers called Mister Gutsy. That would be a fun thing to build!

Looking over at Amata, she seemed to be having more fun than him. Running around asking everyone how they were doing, giving party hats. Albert smiled, Amata told him that she was going to be overseer one day, she must be starting early.

Her Father was the current Overseer, and though Albert was best friends with his only daughter, he seemed to not like either Albert or his father. He'd once overheard the overseer telling his father to stop wasting resources on some project, but he's never found out what that project was.

The Overseer got up and excused himself. Albert though that this would be the best time to go down into the reactor, but before then he'd shadow the Overseer for a minute or so. Giving Andy the Sweetroll and telling him to guard it, he followed the Overseer.

It was something he did to amuse himself. Follow people to see where they were heading, the vault was only so big and Albert had already seen every inch of it when he was seven, so seeing what people did in it was something to help pass the time. And he'd never had the opportunity to follow the Overseer before.

He moved silently, staying close to the wall so his shadow didn't give him away. He recognized the path and realized that they were going straight up to his office. Waiting for the Overseer to go up the first flight of stairs, Albert followed and stopped on the first flight, the second led straight to other Overseers door.

"Enjoy the party sir?" a voice that Albert recognized as Officer Kendall.

"Bah! I only showed up because Amata's friends with the brat." the overseer stated. "Give everyone a few more minutes then I want that place cleaned up and all of them back to work!"

"Yes sir."

Albert knew that the overseer seemed to not like him, but he didn't think he actually find out that to be true. Feeling bitter he went down the steps and bumped into Beatrice Armstrong, the local gossiper and Tarot reader of the vault, though she would always deny the gossip part.

"Hello young Albert!" she said cheerfully. "Am I late for the party?"

"What's left of it." Albert said rather gloomily. "It'll be over in the next couple of minutes."

"Oh darn." she said. "Oh don't look so down when you're not even at your own party!"

"Oh I'm going to meet my father. He has a special present for me." Albert said trying to smile.

"And I have one for you myself deary!" She said handing him a piece of paper. "It's an older poem I wrote. I tried to make a new one but I couldn't find a word that rhymed with overseer."

_Just use the word 'ass' plenty of rhymes for that._ He thought. "That's alright, but thank you. You should go enjoy what's left of the party, I'm sure Mr. Brotch is still there."

She smiled and patted Albert on the head as she passed. Reading the poem:

_Gray Walls, impenetrable steel.  
>Suffocation! Condemnation!<br>Little hands groping in subterranean uncertainty.  
>Mommy? Daddy? Am I Dead?<em>

_Nay! Nay! Reborn into purifying fluorescence!_

_A face emerges, strong and male._

_Father to me? Father to all!_

_Overseeing our lives, our eternities.  
>Harshness of discipline.<br>Harshness of love_

_Obedience my savior!_

_Larva to pupa, pupa to worker.  
>Buzz, buzz! One with the steel honeycomb.<br>10 lies within the 101, significant at last.  
>Till gray seeps from the walls to hair, to soul.<br>Then, eternal slumber, the sweet sleep of incineration. _

Now he felt even worse. It dawned on him then that he was ten, and he already knew everything there was to know about the Vault itself. He still had so many more years ahead of them and he was already dreading them. Stuck inside these gray walls of impenetrable steel, with a harsh overseer that expected only obedience, and in the end his body just gets cremated. Beatrice wrote it as salvation; Albert was starting to see it as a hell.

Pocketing the poem he headed down into the reactor room and saw Jonas looking over a clipboard, seeing Albert he quickly pocketed whatever it was he was studying.

"Now what are you doing down here young man? You know this isn't a place for children."

"Dad said I could be down here." Albert said gloomily.

"Hey you don't have to take guff like that!' Jonas said giving Albert a gentle punch on the shoulder. "I know you dad said you could be down here. And he'll have a special present for you."

'Thanks Jonas." Albert looked at Jonas smiling face, thinking of Amata, Beatrice, Stanley, Old lady Palmer, even Butch all seemed happy to be down here. Isn't there more?

"Hello their son, glad to see you finally made it." James said. "This is a special present from both Jonas and I."

He handed Albert a homemade BB gun, his gloom replaced by excitement at such a marvel.

"We finally got the final piece from a confiscated switchblade Butch had." James explained. "Though I'm a little worried how Butch could have gotten a knife."

"Who cares, I'll shoot him with this if he comes at me with one." Albert said smiling aiming and pumping the lever.

"I really don't want you shooting people with that thing." James said sternly. "But you can come down here and shoot as much as you like."

"Thanks dad."

"Hey it was Jonas idea originally."

Setting down the BB gun carefully, Albert hugged Jonas. "Thanks."

Jonas patted him on the back. "No problem little lad. Now shoot something for me! Go on!"

Pointing at three homemade targets. Albert picked up the BB gun, aiming and pulling the trigger; he was caught off guard as the recoil was surprisingly strong and missed.

"Hold it to your shoulder and squeeze, don't pull." James encouraged.

Doing that, Albert was ready this time, hitting the target close to the bull's-eye. Going down the line, Albert managed to hit all of them, though not direct center as he would have liked.

A familiar scurrying sound let Albert now there was a radroach nearby. Sometimes when Albert had helped Stanley and Andy clean down in maintenance, they could find several of the things eating away at the pipes, trying to get at the water. coming from behind several crates, the disgusting things was as wide as a chair seat and as long as a man's leg. It clicked and fluttered it wings looking for something to eat.

"Son why don't you see if you can kill that thing with your bb gun." his father suggested.

Andy was always the one to kill them before with the saw blade. Though that was always a mess afterwards. Taking aim he shot it on the carapace and saw the bb bounce off. Though it did get its attention. Taking aim, he shot it in the face. This time the bb went through the soft tissue and directly into its brain. It twitched several times and went limp.

"Very good son!" James said. "Hey Jonas, take a picture with me and the big game hunter."

Holding up the BB gun like a trophy, his father wrapped his arm around him as Jonas took the picture, and his previous doubts about life in the vault were gone.

"_All vaults 101 personal are to report back to their stations immediately._" The intercom sounded and reality returned.

"Well son, Jonas and I have to get back to work." James said patting him on the head. "You go ahead and stay down here and shoot as much as you like. But don't stay too long, your first Vault job is tomorrow and I don't want you being late on your first day."

"Thanks dad."

He only stayed for a few more minutes, shooting at the targets before dragging the radroaches' body off to the incinerator. Feeling his stomach growl, he realized that in all the excitement, he'd forgotten to get something to eat, looking forward to the cake before Andy destroyed it. Remembering the sweetroll in the cafeteria fridge, he just hoped Andy didn't forget to guard it like he asked

Hiding the BB gun before he left. In the cafeteria Andy was still behind the counter cleaning up the cake pieces.

"_HELLO THERE YOUNG SIR!_" Andy said cheerfully. "_I HAVE GUARDED THE SWEETROLL FROM ANY FOES JUST LIKE YOU REQUESTED._"

"Thanks Andy. But don't you have to go help Stanley in maintenance?" Albert asked.

"_OF COURSE I DO SIR! BUT STANLEY INSISTED THAT I STAY UNTIL YOU RECOVERED YOU GIFT!_"

"Next time don't destroy the cake." Albert said getting the sweetroll. These things were better warm, but cold would do.

"_I'M STILL TERRIBLY SORRY ABOUT THAT._"

"Don't worry about it. Just do better next time."

"_INDEED I WILL SIR! SEE YOU AT MAINTENANCE?_" Andy asked.

Albert did enjoy hanging with Andy and Stanley, but it was his birthday he'd spend it his way. He wondered if Amata was free, they could read Grognak together. "Not this time, but send Stanley my regards."

"_VERY GOOD SIR!_" Andy said floating out.

Albert smiled and headed the opposite direction, in the hallway his path was blocked by Butch, Wally, and Freddie.

"Now give me that sweetroll." Butch said.

"Is this really necessary?" Albert asked. "It's just a sweetroll."

"If that the case why are you so defensive about it freak?" Wally asked.

"Because it was gifted to me. And I offered to share but Butch is too greedy for his own good."

"This ain't about greed. You insulted my mother, so give me that sweetroll as payment before I knock your teeth in."

"Don't you mean out?" Albert said. "Hungry and stupid, maybe I should give you this just out of pity."

That was one insult too much, Butch screamed and charged him. Albert stepped out of the way easily enough, but his back was turned to the other two and he wasn't expected them to help Butch. A blow to the back knocked Albert in the wall. Turning around he tried to defend himself from Wally, but when Butch got back into the fight, all Albert could do was curl into a ball and try to protect himslf from punches and kicks.

"Freddie you going to get in this?" Wally asked.

Albert glanced up to see Freddie face filled with doubt before hitting him very gently.

"You wimp! Like this!" and butch it him right in the eye nearly knocking him out.

Butch did what he wanted, picking the sweet roll off the ground and taking a bite. "These things are good!" Butch said. "Gotta make old lady Palmer make these for me every day!"

"I think they're overrated personally." Wally said.

"What you got them to?" Butch asked.

"Of course. She knew my dad when he was young so she sometimes makes them for us."

"Tha's nufair." Butch said stuffing the sweetroll in his mouth.

Albert's could only see out of one eye, seeing the trio talking about here victory, Freddie gave one more look of regret before joining with his so called friends. Laying there for over a minute, nobody came to help him. Getting up, he checked himself over. He'd learn some basic first aid and human anatomy from his father, to try and help his dad not worry about him so much. His dad was the only physician in the Vault and that could keep him busy. He knew that nothing was broken, he'd be sore and he'll have a number of bruises and that would be it. Yet he was aching for revenge, the thought of going to get the BB gun and shooting Butch and Wally, and even Freddie for just standing there before finally participating, even lightly, filled him with rage.

This was his life. Stuck in this concrete hell, an overseer that despised him and a group of people that would make his life a hell. And not even that, for some reason, people always treated him and his father differently; Wally calling him a freak was how the rest of the vault really treated them.

No not everybody, the thought of Amata, Stanley and Andy, Jonas, and Mr. Gomez calmed him down. Those were the people that seemed to care about him; those were the people who were his true friends. If he was going to be stuck in this hell, then he was going to make the most of it.

Knocking in the door, he knew that Mr. Gomez's shift was over, and he'd be trying to relax at this moment, but he needed to ask him this now. The door opened and Mr. Gomez's face furrowed with worry.

"What happened to you?" Mr. Gomez asked worryingly.

"It's nothing. Can I come in?" Albert asked.

"Sure." Gomez said letting in Albert. In the sitting room, Freddie was at the table doing homework; he glanced up only to bury his face into whatever book was in front of him.

"You have that upside down Freddie." Albert said. Freddie didn't look up, but flipped the book before flipping it again at Albert's chuckle; he was reading it right the first time.

"Can I speak to you privately Mr. Gomez?" Albert asked.

"No problem Al." Gomez said leading them to his room. Because Mr. Gomez was part of the security team, he was allowed an even bigger vault dormitory, a living room, a room for his son, and a master bedroom for himself and his wife. Mrs. Gomez was busy putting vaults suits away when Mr. Gomez asked her to leave.

"So what do you need to talk about?" Mr. Gomez asked. "About whoever did this?" he indicated to Albert's swelling Eye.

"In a manner of speaking." Albert said. "I want you to teach me how to fight."

Mr. Gomez laughed. "Albert I'm not allowed to do that, and I don't want you taking this in your own hands. It's my job to protect the vault and look after its citizens."

"I want to become a member of security when I get older." Albert said though it was only partially true, he really wanted to learn to better defend himself from Butch and his group. "And I need to know how to defend myself. I laid on the ground for minutes and not one security patrol came to help me."

"Really?" Gomez frowned. Albert suppressed a smile; Mr. Gomez was one of those good cops that he read about in some of the pre-war pulp stories. Always trying to do the right thing even when off the clock, it was the main reason why he figured he could come to him. "So who did this?"

"Will you train me?" Albert asked again.

"Tell me who did this?"

"Butch and Wally."

Mr. Gomez sighed. "I'm going to have words with their parents about their behavior. And I'm going to talk to security about why someone who was attacked was left unnoticed."

"They're just going to do it again." Albert countered. "Butch is too stubborn and Wally's father is friends with the overseer so he'll never get in trouble."

"And if you start attacking them you're going to be in serious trouble." Gomez countered.

"I won't attack them; only defend myself if they attack me." Albert said.

Mr. Gomez seemed to be thinking it over. "Alright, I'll teach you. But only for defense!" Mr. Gomez was making himself clear. "I ever find out that you picked a fight, or you tricked them into fighting you. We're done."

"I promise I won't attack anyone, only fight when I have to."


	2. Chapter 2 Paper Garden

"This is unacceptable son." James said looking at yet another absentee note from Mr. Brotch. "You need to attend Class."

"I already know everything that Mr. Brotch can teach us." Albert said hating that his voice squeaked when he said it. "All that he keeps droning on and on about is how the Overseer protects us all. I've learned more from Andy then I've from that."

"That may be Al, but you still need to at least be physically present in the class room. You can think over any lessons from Stanley while there."

"or I could not show up, learn some more maintenance from Stanley and work on my skills even more then listen to some two-bit propaganda piece than even Brotch seems to have trouble parroting."

James rubbed his temples. Sitting at his desk he took the tone of a doctor talking to a patient. "Son, you're growing up and right now your hormones are-"  
>"don't give me the puberty speech please." Albert said his voice squeaking again at 'puberty', he was looking forward to that passing. "I'm thirteen nearly fourteen and I know what I'm going through. And no you can't blame puberty on my actions."<p>

"I will ground you son." James said.

"The last time you tried that I hacked the locks and fixed some of the sewer pipes." Albert said. "I don't get why you're so upset; it's not like I'm going and picking fights or raiding the liquor rations; oh no he's going out and fixing things! How irresponsible of him!"

His dad cracked a smile at that before getting serious again. "I'm not worried about you making bad decisions; I'm worried about you shying away from responsibility. You are given the tasks to go to school, then do you Vault duties, after those things are done, then you can waste time with Stanley or Amata."

"So responsibility is doing what I'm told? I thought you said it was dealing with the consequences of your actions?" Albert shot back.

His dad looked upset and Albert felt a twinge of regret, he didn't want to hurt his father, he knew that he was only worried about him. "Sometimes i think you're too smart for your own good son." James said smiling, though it looked like he was going to cry. "Please go to school for me and your mother, she'd hate it if you ended up becoming some garbage collector."

"Alright, I'll go to school." Albert promised.

back in his room he threw on his maintenance jumpsuit looking himself in the mirror, seeing the thing covered in stains, the length of his black hair was pushing regulation, seeing patches of hair growing on his face, he figured after he got this school stuff cleared up he'd have his dad teach him how to shave. He really wanted to look his best in the next couple of days, but that was still being prepared. Grabbing the paper flowers he'd made the night before he said bye to his dad and headed towards the vault school.

The major thought going through his head was his mother. His Dad said her name was Catherine but never told him her maiden name and he couldn't find anything about her in the vaults records or obituaries. He tried talking about it once before, but his dad broke down crying and he didn't want to upset him again. Still that did leave some questions that he wanted answered.

"Well hello you little punk, been a long time." the familiar voice of Butch, though his voice also broke in places making him sound a lot less intimidated then he'd hoped.

Albert could see it on his face, and Freddie and Wally were trying their best not to laugh. "Well if it isn't the Vault Rats, I'll have to have maintenance know that there's a pest problem."

"We ain't the Vault Rats anymore." Wally said. "Now we're the Vault Dwellers!"

"Vault Dwellers?" Albert asked skeptically. "Wow Butch, you come up with that one all on your own?"  
>"It was my idea!" Wally said proudly.<p>

"And I thought you were the smart one of the trio of stupid." Albert said. "If you're Vault Dwellers, then everyone inside the Vault is technically a member of the gang, making you not so exclusive. And if you're really going to try and fight me again, aren't you beating up one of your own members? Though that was something of a taboo among you idiots."

"See i told you it was a stupid name!" Butch said.

"Don't listen to him!" Wally objected.

Albert laughed at their bickering, knowing that it would just get them even angrier. He knew that he was pushing the promise he made to Herman, but he wasn't picking the fight. They were coming to attack him anyways, and they could walk away from a few taunts, but Butch was too stupid and Wally too prideful. And when they stopped arguing with each other they nodded and Albert knew what was coming.

Both rushed him at once like always, keeping them both in his sight, tripping Wally and grabbed Butches punch, twisting his arm and with a quick knee to the chest knocked the air out of him, he kicked him into Wally entangling them and they both were fighting each other just to get up.

Albert chuckled and turned away. Freddie just stood there. "I guess you're the smart one Freddie." he patted him on the shoulder as he passed whispering. "You should really leave these fools."

Feeling a lot better, he entered Mr. Brotchs' classroom. Most of the other students were already there. On the blackboard there was the picture of the overseer being surrounded by bowing members of the vault, he felt an urge to vomit. Looking around he saw the one he wanted to see. Amata was sitting in the back corner reading over her papers; she glanced up and showed a hint of a smile. Gently smiling back he approached her desk.

"It's nice of you to grace us with your presence Mr. James." Mr. Brotch said from his desk. "I thought you to be too good for my classes?"  
>"That's actually something i wish to talk to you about Mr. Brotch." Albert said before looking behind him and seeing the Vault Dwellers come in fuming taking their seats and glaring with hatred at him (Freddie kept his eyes away).<p>

"Seeing how i maintain a grade average higher than those three combined and I don't even show up, can you just pass me so I can go back to maintenance?"

"You must be the only kid that I've ever had that actually wants to work in the maintenance department." Mr. Brotch said smiling.

"Well it's mostly the engineering that interests me." Albert said.

Mr. Brotch gestured for him to come to the desk and lean forward so they had to speak in whispers. "I take it your dad getting upset with you?"

Albert nodded.

Bringing up Albert's file on the computer he looked over it and said. "Well you do turn in your homework on time, you need to thank Freddie for that, and you have passed all tests, though i have to dock you 20% for being absent. I really don't have any problems with you going and helping Stanley as long as you maintain a B average."

"Then will you please stop sending absentee notes to my dad and explain our arrangement!?" Albert whispered through gritted teeth.

"I don't know?" Mr. Brotch said. "With that attitude maybe not, but seeing as my toasters broken-"  
>"I'll fix it."<p>

"I'll talk to your dad right away. And thank you for helping Stanley you have no idea how much he appreciates it."

"Thank you Mr. Brotch, always a pleasure to be in your class." Albert said shaking his hand.

As he passed by Amata grabbed his leg. He saw her doe brown eyes wide with shock, combined with her light freckled face made her look adorable. Though Albert found his eyes wander from her face to her breasts and a sudden image of her jumpsuit's zipper gently sliding down-.

"What did you do?" She whispered knocking him from the image. "You can't keep skipping class like this!"

"I'll talk to you later i promise." Albert whispered sliding the paper flower from his pocket and into her waiting hand. She hid it between a book and her thumb; she bit her lower lip and glared at him. The glare directed at most people would've made them hurry in the other direction of where they were going, but to Albert it just made her look cute.

"Nice of you to help me with work." Stanley said resting his feet upon the table. "You have no idea how busy i am."

"I know. Just getting up out of that chair takes far too much effort." Albert said jokingly as he filled Andy's carbon tank and the citrus container. Connected to his pip-boy via a connection cord, he put the programming in the pip-boy directly into Andy's processor. Taking his own chair both raised their empty glasses and Andy filled them with the mixture of their own homemade sodas.

"_ENJOY YOUR REFRESHMENTS SIRS!_" Andy said.

Taking a sip from the frizzy drink, Albert looked around the maintenance room that he and Stanley spent most of their days. It was littered with scrap metal and broken down electronics. Whenever they weren't clearing out blocked up pipes or fixing broken down equipment, they always hanged out here tinkering. Pointing at some of the blueprints hanging along the walls. "You find the blueprints of a Sentry Bot?" Albert asked.

"Oh that? Nah just some designs that i think they were based on. Can't find any of the actual blueprints, but there are some old army postures that I've based them on."

"Personally i want to build my own Protectron." Albert said. "Or build whatever that is behind House." pointing at the picture of Robert House behind a gigantic Robot.

Laughing Stanley said. "well we're going to need something a lot bigger then this vault to hold it and a lot more man power then just us little two."

"We have Andy." Albert joked.

"_SIR I REFUSE TO TAKE PART IN BUILDING MY REPLACEMENT!_" Andy objected.

"You won't be replaced Andy, in fact you'd be the boss of that giant robot." Albert said

"_REALLY SIR?_"

"Of course. You were here first." Stanley chipped in.

"_THEN LET US BUILD THAT MONSTROSITY AT ONCE! MORE REFRESHMENTS SIRS?_" Andy asked.

They both laughed at Andy's sudden enthusiasm. "So is my surprise ready?" Albert asked. Stanley was the only other person that he trusted with this surprise. He hadn't even told his own father.

"Oh so you want to continue working on that?" Stanley said getting up. "I get it you want it done, after all today's the day right?"

"Yep, let's get to work." 

"Very good Al!" Herman said getting up from the practice floor. "Boy you have improved quite a lot since our first day."

Albert had just done a successful takedown on Herman while he was struggling like it would be in real life. "Thank you Herman, these training sessions are really paying off." Albert said grabbing a towel and tossing one at Herman.

"So I've heard. You've been skipping classes again and picking fights." Herman said with a lecturing tone.

"Mr. Brotch and I have reached an agreement. And you know I'm skipping class because I would be there right now if i wasn't." Albert said jokingly. "And I don't pick the fights, i just finish them."  
>"Well be careful. Allen Mack is starting to bring his complaints straight to the overseer and I don't want either you or your father getting into too much trouble."<p>

"So i can get into a little trouble?" Albert joked. "Besides Wally should stop picking fights with me if he doesn't want to get hurt."

Herman was silent before saying. "So you still are trying to become a member of security?"

"Yeah." Albert said, though he enjoyed maintenance, he knew that if he really wanted to change anything in this vault he'd either have to go administration or security and he'd chose the latter.

"Well in that case. I think it's time I took you to the shooting range."

At the range, Herman took out his N99, ejecting the magazine and chambered round, he handing it to Albert. "This is a 10mm pistol. Enough stopping power to stop anyone in the vault, even those wearing body armor are going to be feeling the blow so I don't want you shooting this thing wildly understand."

"Herman." was all Albert was going to say.

"Alright, alright." Herman said smiling. "Lecturing you on responsibility is wasting breath."

"Wish my dad knew that." Albert said loading the magazine and chambering a round.

"Wait until you have kids, they could do everything right and you'll still be worried about them." Herman said. "I take it you've been reading up on that gun?"

"Been reading up on a lot of guns." Albert said taking aim, he remember reading that these things have a bit of a kick and liked to pull up. Squeezing the trigger he let his hands get used to the kick of the weapon. "And you know me, always try and come prepared."

Herman smiled. Albert emptied the magazine, ejecting it and loading another one he felt he got this taking aim he shot the target, all hitting the center mass.

"You're a natural shooter Al!" Herman said looking at Albert's handiwork.

Albert shrugged. In truth he'd had a lot of practice aiming with his BB gun, he knew how to line the sights and take aim, and how to make sure the kick or reload didn't mess with your line of fire. Came in handy when shooting Radroaches through the head during maintenance cleaning.

"You know, you're probably going to be the greatest security officer in the vault by the time you qualify." Herman said.

"I have a good teacher." Albert said. Herman smiled proudly.

Sitting on the steps leading to the main chamber of the Vault, Albert was reading book on robotics by Robert House. It went into details about civilian robots, from history class, he pieced together that the governments before the end of the world had made sure that no military robot designs ever got out in the public in fear of communist copies. Would've been nice if they at least let the vaults have the designs. Rubbing his freshly shaved face, he hoped that he looked his best for today.

"Hey. So you going to explain to me what happened this morning?" Amata asked behind him.

Looking up at her she had her hands on her hips and had a look that he'd seen on his father every time he'd receive and absentee slip. "Mr. Brotch said that if I fixed his toaster he'd pass me. Figured that was easier than having to listen how great the overseer is for three hours."  
>"You're adorable." Amata mocked sitting next to him. "So why do you keep skipping classes?"<p>

"Because I'm sick of listening about how great the overseer is!" Albert said. "I'm in school to learn, not get brainwashed. I've learned more from Stanley, Herman, even just watching my dad and Jonas work then I've learned in that class. Even Mr. Brotch sounds so defeated whenever he starts talking about how great the overseer is!"

"I know that's not all." Amata said gently.

"It took me four-hundred and thirteen steps to get here." Albert explained. "It'll take me four-hundred and twenty seven steps to get back to my bed. Just last year it was four-hundred and thirty three. The vaults getting smaller Amata. I don't know if I can take it."

Albert smiled at her. "You know what I'm talking about. You still carry that picture with you?"  
>always." she said taking out a crumbled old picture cut from an old magazine, holding it out from the both to see.<p>

Albert's hands brushed up against hers and felt his stomach flutter. It was on old picture showing a sunny cloudless day under a flower garden with a small stream between it. Things of beauty that no longer existed. Amata had shown him this picture when they were eleven years old, telling him that she dreamed of seeing real flowers once in her life; she said that he must think it a stupid dream.

"Not at all." was his reply. "I dream that I've seen and felt the sun, and I want that to happen."

Her father wouldn't allow hydroponics to grow anything that didn't have a practical use and had refused the growing of anything useless like a beautiful flower. So Albert had taken upon himself to make flowers out of paper. Cheap substitutes, but every time he handed her one in the past two years, her face always lit up.

"I wish we could go outside." Amata sighed. "But we can't. As small as this vault is, it's the only thing we got Al."

"Dad's said the same thing. But I don't believe it. I can't believe it. I know there's something outside these walls!"  
>she hugged him. He could smell the perfume that she was starting to wear, it should've been nothing, Beatrice and Christine Mack wore it, even old lady Palmer wore it, but on her it made her seem more alive, the smell made him think of her.<p>

"Amata, will you come with me?" Albert asked deciding that now was the time for his gift.

"Sure, where are we going?" she asked.

"Down in the reactor room." Albert said.

"This isn't another radroach pet is it?" she asked dreadfully.

"Not this time." Albert laughed.

Going down to the reactor room Albert's heart was beating a mile a minute but did his best to not let it show. He didn't want to spoil the surprise. "This way." he said taking her to the spot where Stanley and he had worked on for the past several weeks.

"So you did remember." Amata said smiling.

"Remember what?" Albert smiled back.

"My birthday. So what did you get me? I take it we're going there right now?"

"Sometimes you're too smart for your own good Amata." Albert said. "Alright close your eyes and no peaking.

She even kept one hand covering her eyes. Taking her other hand he came to the room a small note on the door that reading 'good luck'. Smiling at Stanley's support he opened the door and led her inside. Closing the door behind him. "Alright open up!"

He heard he gasp and she slumped in shock, she turned to look at him and her jaw was on the floor. Albert smiled.

She was standing in an exact replica of her picture: the green grass made from pieces of the vault mini-golf course, a stream of water, looping from a mechanical waterfall ran tough the middle of a field of paper flowers, and the gentle glow of dim yellow light bulb gave the impression of a setting sun.

"This is so beautiful Al!" Amata said leaning over to smell one of the flowers. "You even scented them!"

"It was really hard." he said sheepishly remembering the first time he tried to scent one of the paper flowers and gave him a splitting headache from too much scent. "I know how much you like them and-"

He didn't get to finish she hugged him so tightly as though it would never be enough to express her gratitude. He let her hold onto him. He had a picnic ready, to enjoy a meal in the flower fields, but he felt if he didn't do it now, he'd never get the chance to again.

Amata's grip started to slack. "Amata." Albert whispers she looked up at him and smiled. "Please don't hate me."

Confused for only a moment, Albert bent forward and kissed her on the cheek. She looked stunned, then upset and felt his stomach sink, he'd went too far.

"Al. you messed up." she said.

"how-" was all he could make out before she leaned forward and silenced him with a kiss of her own.

They stood there with their lips embraced for what felt like forever, and neither of them wouldn't mind if it was. Stepping back she blushed and looked away sheepishly, Albert felt that his face was no different.

"I also made us a picnic, you know if you-" Albert stuttered.

"That would be nice." She said grabbing his hand and smiled.


	3. Chapter 3 Career Planes

"Alright son. You look to be a healthy young man of sixteen, and I see no reason why you should not take the G.O.A.T today." his father said finishing his exam.

"But I'm sick really." Albert let out a fake cough.

"When I first started medicine, one of the first things I learned was how to spot someone trying to cheat their way out of a test." James said smiling and sitting in his chair before entering something in the computer.

It was Albert's monthly physical, and since it coincided with the G.O.A.T test he figured he'd have a little fun with it. "But my hairs graying, see?" he said plucking out one of his hairs that truly was gray

He had started getting gray hair last year, it had shocked him but his father told him that his mother had the same problem. Premature graying, he said it wasn't so bad. You're hair turns white before your thirty, but it just makes you look more unique.

"It's what attracted me to your mother." James had told him. "Her beautiful white hair, her intellect, and her will. That also something you got from her along with your white hair, her stubborn will to get things her way!"

"Dad. Why don't you ever talk about mom?" Albert asked. "And why can't I find anything about her in the obituaries? You said she died giving birth to me, but there's nothing in the records."

"Some things get lost when someone dies son. Not everyone gets put in the obituaries in 101." James said looking intently on the monitor. Albert knew that he was doing his best not to discuss the subject.

"And why don't we have any pictures of her?" Albert asked. "I know there were working cameras in the vault long before even you were born. The only thing you've ever told me is her favorite passage."

"_Revelation 21:6. I am Alpha and Omega. The beginning... and the end. I will give unto him that is athirst of the fountain of the water of life, freely." _his dad recited, the passage was framed sitting on his desk. It had been there since as long as Albert could remember, and it was the only thing his mother had left them apparently. It was from the bible, and though there were a few copies in the vault, Albert was not particularly religious, after all the book said it would only be seven years of tribulation before a savior appeared, and it's been far longer than that when the world was engulfed in flames.

"Son just know that your mother loved you dearly. And she wouldn't want you to waste your life when you can be extraordinary."

"Dad. I know when you're just trying to end the conversation so you don't have to talk about it." Albert said.

"Well stop picking times of urgency to have these discussions!" James said laughing the whole thing away. Getting up and putting a hand on Albert's shoulder. They stood eye to eye now. "Son. I know this place is not perfect, but this vault is safe, this is a home. Please stay on the overseers' good side and make something of yourself here.

"Now go and take that G.O.A.T, I still have Stanley to see and a meeting with Jonas. I'll tell you all about your mother someday. Alright?"

"Promise?"

"Promise."

That was good enough. Leaving he saw Stanley and Andy in the waiting room. "So give it to me straight? You going to make it another hour?" Stanley joked.

"_HE SEEMS TO BE IN EXCELLENT HEALTH BY MY SCANNERS._" Andy said.

"It's called a joke Andy; I thought your humor circuits worked." Albert said. "Though you did just give me an idea; hey Andy, how would you like to be programmed for medical treatment?"

"_WHY THAT WOULD BE WONDERFUL SIR!_" Andy said revving up his buzz saw. "_I WOULD BRING A DELICATE TOUCH TO THE MEDICAL PROFESSION!_"

"Now I'm having second thoughts." Albert said. "Maybe I'll just stick to trying to fix that Auto-doc down in Storage."

"Good luck." Stanley said. A chime let Stanley know that the doctor was ready to see him. "You know I miss you down in maintenance."

"Hey I still work there occasionally. I'm just busy doing other things."

"I know that." Stanley said grinning. Shaking Albert's hand with a wink, he entered James office Andy following behind. Pocketing what Stanley had given him he smiled and was hoping that it would come in handy later tonight.

Bumping into Jonas on the way out. "Hey there sport." Jonas said his hands carrying several spare water chips. "Off to take the G.O.A.T today?"  
>"Yep." Albert answered looking at Jonas, he was getting older with crow's feet, but his eyes shown with even greater enthusiasm then Albert could remember. They both looked at James office door to see some commotion as James forced Andy out and told him to 'stay'.<p>

"You're probably going to have to wait." Albert said. Gently punching Jonas on the shoulder. "Anyways this is one of the tests that I can't take at home, so see ya!"

Close to the class he heard the familiar sounds of the tunnel snakes harassing somebody. Albert rolled his eyes, the Tunnel snakes had become the local bullies and since the overseer sometimes used them to bully those that disagreed with him, security turned a blind eye to their antics, Albert didn't.

Seeing the black jackets with the green and black snake embroidered in the back. It was the last gift Freddie had given the tunnel snakes before they kicked him out. It was sad really, Freddie had taken the material meant for spare vault jumpsuits and turned it into quite impressive jackets. He hated seeing them on his least favorite people in the vault.

"Come on fatty, I got something to put in your mouth!" the familiar voice of Wally said.

"Are you kidding, she'd just bite it off and eat it, wouldn't you fatso?" the voice of their newest member, Paul Hannon Jr. said.

"Come on, I'll show you a real Tunnel Snake Amata." the hated voice of Butch said.

Albert felt his blood boil at that. "It would take too long to find it in the bush Butchy." Albert spoke loudly.

They three of them turned and they could tell that he was pissed. Wally and Paul had learned a long time ago not to fight Albert, after several broken noses, cracked ribs, and black eyes so bad that they couldn't see out of. They steered clear of him.

"What are you her boyfriend fat Al?" Butch asked turning to face Albert. Only Butch was stupid enough to keep picking fights with him. Though he had gotten better. From the scuffles in the past and seeing how good Albert had gotten. Butch had taking up boxing to compensate. He was the Golden champ, and Paul held the silver, but even with two boxers the odds were still in Albert's favor.

"Fat?" Albert said looking down his body, if anything he was stringy though with the jumpsuit on he looked like a scrawny teenager, he was quite muscular and toned. Albert like trying to keep a balance between strength and flexibility. "If you're going to insult somebody, you should say something that is at least somewhat true and not so outlandish it just makes you look stupid. But I guess that's just a concept beyond you."

"You calling me stupid!?" Butch yelled putting up his fist. Butch did have the figure of a body builder, of one of those fist landed Albert would definitely be feeling it for awhile.

"Glad you can figure it out. See? The insult works when it applies to the person you're insulting." Albert explained.

Butch charged and attacked with a right jab. Dodging, Albert saw an opening but Butch attacked with a left hook forcing Albert to dodge another blow. He was actually forcing Albert back with a flurry of left and right hooks, he was just trying to punch Albert, he knew that getting into a grappling match would be a loser's game with how many take downs Albert knew.

Then Albert would just have to humble him at his own game. Stepping back from another right jab, Albert kicked Butch in the chest forcing him to step back.

"That cheating!" butch said rubbing his chest.

"Sorry for breaking the unspoken rules of our fight. I'll make sure to let the fairy judges dock any points" Albert said trying to wile him up. "Maybe if you threw in a couple of kicks in your attacks you wouldn't be so predictable."

"Fuck you!" Butch screamed all thought of boxing forgotten he just wanted to throttle Albert.

Letting out a punch then a kick, Albert blocked the kick throwing Butch off balance and punched the air out of him.

Butch was gasping for breath but Albert wasn't done with him, throwing him against the wall, Albert let loose a flurry of his own punches, these ones actually connecting. He wasn't aiming to break anything, just make sure Butch wouldn't be forgetting this beating. Butch couldn't get away and after a few seconds just curled into a ball to try and block the punches.

Butch was good, he been boxing for the past two years, but he was a brawler. Albert had spent the last six years training for security, and he could take down even trained individuals like Herman Gomez and Paul's father. A brawl was nothing compared to how much Albert had sharpened his skills.

The tunnel snakes had stood there impassive but by the shocked looks on their face, Albert had guessed they thought the golden boy of boxing wasn't supposed to be defeated so easily. Amata was trying her best not to smile, and if anyone else would have seen her, they may have thought she looked upset.

'Well? You two going to join in on this?" Albert asked stepping towards them

"No we're just going to go." Paul said hastily.

"Apologize to the lady first."

"Sorry Amata you look great!" Paul said stepping away from Albert.

Wally glared at him not even hiding his disgust. "You should really learn your place in the Vault Al." he said before heading off to class.

"Aren't they heading there a little early? Don't they have someone else to pick on?" Albert asked

"I don't care where they go. They're assholes, thanks for getting rid of them." Amata said casually. "I'm going to the cigar lounge. Relax before the GO.A.T. Thanks again Al."

She left without another word. "You two get into a fight?" Butch joked through groans as he struggled to get up.

"We're not a couple." Albert said. "We're not really friends anymore either, she has her own thing and I have mine." looking at Butch lean against the wall smiling at what Albert said. "You think that's funny?"  
>"A little yeah." Butch said. "Kind of sad though. All your do gooding, and you're all alone for it. Even security except for Mr. Gomez is always riding your ass. I don't think they'd mind it if we did beat you up."<br>"You'd have to be able to do that first Butch." Albert said approaching until he was within punching range. "And security doesn't seem to mind me beating up you." Albert said pointing at the camera above them. "But I guess they don't mind me taming the snakes. Catch you later Butch."

Seeing that the cigar lounge empty, he turned and headed down to the reactor room. The reactor room didn't have as many cameras down here. Probably because the designers didn't think anyone would be stupid enough to sabotage their home. And that little fact came in handy sometimes.

"Amata?" Albert said playfully. Looking around for her.

"Gotcha!" she said behind pushing him.

He instinctively tried to throw an elbow behind him but stopped himself looking like he had a nervous twitch. "Don't do that! I hate to hit you accidentally!"

"You need to stop being so jumpy." Amata said wrapping her arms around his sides gently pushing him against the wall. "You know there's nobody down here, and no camera to be seen."

She kissed him gently before her tongue parted his lips, letting her tongue play with his own. Her hand roughly caressed his body as she pushed herself into him, as though trying to touch their flesh through their vault suits.

His hands caressed her body, massaging her breast through her jumpsuit, she grind against him and he unzipped her down to her waist seeing her supple body underneath the leather.

"Why the hell did they call you fat?" Albert joked.

"Shut up and kiss me." Amata said unzipping Albert's own suit and putting her hands underneath his undershirt her nails digging into his chest.

She liked to mark him and he didn't mind, sometimes with bites or nails or hickeys. He couldn't put a mark on her in fear of her father finding out. Lifting up her own undershirt he massaged her breast before taking one in his mouth hearing Amata groan in delight before her pip-boy started beeping.

"Dammit! We need to stop. We can't both be late for the G.O.A.T." She sighed pushing him away and readjusting her clothes.

"Does your father suspect anything?" Albert asked zipping up his jumpsuit.

"Oh yeah. But I know how to outmaneuver him. Right now he thinks that I like to spend time with the 'massager' that Beatrice gave me. Though he hates it when I come down here and then you come down. He's asked that question."

"Good thing Stanley's on our side then." Albert said. He knew that the overseer had asked Stanley to keep Amata away from Albert, and as far as the overseer knew, he'd done just that. As far as the rest of the vault knew, their childhood friend had become distant and they were just simple vault dwellers living out their lives. It seemed nobody had any idea that they were lovers, much less a couple.

"Did you get one from him?" Amata asked eagerly.

"Yep. So tonight?"

"Tonight definitely."

Standing in line to turn in his G.O.A.T. He heard Christine Kendall asking if she got into science. Mr. Brotch could barely contain his laughter as he said Maintenance.

"My father will hear about this!" she screamed and stormed off.

"Now Mr. James, it's such a rarity to see you in my class that it's considered an omen of trouble when you actually do." Mr. Brotch said taking his G.O.A.T. "well this is surprising. It seems your one your way to security. I might be talking to the next chief!"

"Thanks Mr. Brotch. And just so you know, even though I'm not always present, you'll still a good teacher." Albert said.

"Get out of here Al." Mr. Brotch said smiling. "And good luck."

"Ass kisser." Butch whispered as he passed. Albert just smiled at his bruised face. Moving slowly to hear Mr. Brotch say that Butch was the next hairdresser making Albert laugh.

"So what did you get?" Amata asked sounding like a student asking a fellow classmate about a score.

"Vault security." Albert replied in the same casual tone

"Nice. I'm on a supervisory track. Mr. Brotch says I may become the next overseer."

"I had no idea the position of overseer was hereditary." Albert said winking so only she could see as he passed.

At home he showed his father the results. "Well it's not what I hoped, but it's better than garbage incinerator."

"I'll still do maintenance and engineering on the side. But those are more along the lines of hobbies then career paths."

"I know you've gotten into fights with the tunnel snakes, but I never saw you truly aiming to become a security guard." his father said. "What are you doing?"

"Making a life in the vault dad." Albert replied.

His father hugged him and his face beamed with pride. "Yes son. You truly are making a life in the vault." 

Amata moans echoed throughout the chamber as Albert thrust in her. Sucking on her breast he flipped her so she was on top, she grind on him kissing him deeply before licking his chest. Feeling the tension mounting, her nails dug into his should and she bit his chest to not scream as the orgasm took her. Feeling himself about to come as well, he thrust in her fast until he exploded doing his best not to scream in pleasure.

Panting, she rolled off him and they lay entangled in each other's arms upon the sweaty sheets in the room that once held a paper garden.

"Everything's going as planned." Amata said getting her breath.

"Do you really have to bring that up now?" Albert teased as she playfully slapped his chest.

She was on the way to Overseer, and he was going to become chief of security. Those were the two most powerful positions in the vault, and when the two of them were there, they promised each other that they would at least see if the vault could be opened.

Though there was just one problem. "Your father might make it difficult for me to get a security job." Albert said. "You know he doesn't like me, and sees me as a bit of a troublemaker."

"I know that Al." she said wiping sweat from her brow, the one bad thing about this room it did get ridiculously hot. Taking a drink from the nearby water bottle. "That's why there's plan B. he trust me and you keep your head down until I can get you a security job, I'll be in administration, and once my father sees what I can do, he'll start listening to what I have to say."

"Even if that means promoting the man that's been banging his daughter?" Albert joked taking a drink himself.

"Who I sleep with is none of his business." She smiled. "And I prefer running a merit basis and not nepotism. If someone I promote just happens to be my lover, it's because he's qualified for the job. Not just because he's good in the sheets."

They kissed and she looked down at Albert's penis. "So you only got one?" she asked.

"Yeah unfortunately. You wanted to go for round two?"

"Its alright." she shrugged.

Kissing her he put her on her back. Gently kissing his way down and playing with her bush before gently sucking on her bud. Her hand played with his hair and her feet curled up along his back. She started to squirm and pant; inserting a finger in her slit he worked his hand as he sucked her. Arching her back she buried her face in her hands and screamed in pleasure. Shaking after the intense orgasm. "Feel good?" Albert teased.

She nodded. "That's also something that I'm looking forward to. Being allowed to scream when you do that!" she said. Holding out her hand he pulled her up to a sitting position, pulling him forward she started working him with her hand before getting on all fours and taking him in her mouth.

He also was looking forward to that. No more sneaking, no more pretending. They could both be a couple out in the open in the vault. And one day down the line, they could be a couple under the real sun.


	4. Chapter 4 A Promise of Flowers

_\ _"wake up!"  
>Albert' woke groggily to the sight of Amata's face and the blaring sounds of the Vaults sirens. "Amata? I was just dreaming of you." he said rubbing his forehead.<p>

"No time for jokes you need to get out of here!" she rasped.

"What's going on?" his mind was starting to wake up after that grueling shift down in the reactor. Amata shouldn't be in his room; they had both focused on their plan and had maintained the masquerade of them being nothing more neighbors. Her being here without a vault duty was a bad sign.

"Your father left the vault." she stated.

"What!" he shouted getting out of bed.

"And everyone knows it now! They're having the exact same reaction as you. Did you know about this?"

Albert hastily put on his maintenance jumpsuit and the tool belt. The overseer had refused to let him take a junior security position, despite a glowing recommendation from Herman; instead he had ignored Albert's G.O.A.T results completely and forced him into the maintenance department. For three years he's been there. At first people thought it was quite the comedown for Mr. Absentee and rebel, but after fixing the communal showers, and being able to fix the vaults mainframe, people had started given him respect for being able to seemingly fix anything.

So they had forced to stick with plan B. Amata was already a vault operations supervisor at nineteen. Many thought that it was only because of her being the overseers' daughter, but like Albert she let the results speak for themselves. After increasing the vaults productivity and giving them a surplus of nonperishable food in case of emergency, people realized that she truly did deserve the positions she was given. She had said that in about four years, she could convince her father to step down as overseer and she could take his place, and they could finally open the vault.

Looked like that entire plan had been derailed. "No I didn't know anything. But dad was acting strange." he explained making sure he had everything. "Always looking at me and asking me if I was happy in the vault."  
>"And what did you tell him?" Amata asked checking the door. "Hide!"<p>

Forcing himself into the closet. He heard Officer Kendall ask. "Is he here Amata?"

"Nobody was in the room. He may have left with his father." she was good; she even put a disapproving sneer in her voice.

"Well we'll still look around. And your father wants you back in your room, the radroach infestation's starting to get out of hand and we don't need you getting hurt."

"I'll be fine officer Kendall, just hurry up and find him."

"Yes ma'am." Kendall said and Albert pictured with a salute and he heard him leave.

"My dad's ready to tear this place apart to find you. We need to get you out of here."

"To the outside?" Albert said. Though he was worried about the sirens, security, and this radroach infestation. His excitement at the prospect of leaving still made it in his voice.

"The reactor path is being watched, so head to the overseers office, I found out that there a secret passage leading straight to the entrance. I'll meet you there."  
>She took out a holstered N99 pistol and handed it to him. "Here this belongs to my father but I'm sure you're going to need it."<br>Doing a weapons' check, he found that Alphonse didn't let anything slip when it came to his weapon. This N99 was maintained to the point that Albert would think it was just fresh off the assembly line, but it was far from standard. Reinforced slide and frame, custom made front strap made to dig into the hand, and custom three-dot sight, and long type trigger making pull easier.

"You father didn't spare any expense on this weapon." Albert said reloading the magazine. "I'll only use it if I have to."  
>"Good. And thanks." Amata sounded relieved.<p>

"I may not like this place but I still grew up here." Albert said stepping out into their living room. "Run ahead, I'll meet you there."

She kissed him. "Good luck, and be safe."

She ran down the hallways. The emergency PA system turned on: _This is the Overseer. All residents of Vault 101 are hereby confined to their quarters. The Radroach infestation is under control. Do NOT interfere with vault security personnel. Any resident found outside his or her quarters will be dealt with. Severely. That is all._

"Too late for that Overseer." Albert whispered to himself running down the halls. Seeing Officer Kendall still patrolling the lower levels.

"Hey you stop!" he heard Officer Kendall shout. "I found him! Ah-radroaches!"

Albert half expected him to start shooting, but he saw Kendall didn't have a gun, instead using his baton to ward off the approaching radroaches. There were half a dozen of those things swarming on him. Albert had twelve shots and a spare magazine. He fired four times, watching the radroaches splatter the hallway as the bullets tore through them. Kendall swatted and crushed the other two.

"Let me pass." Albert said pointing the weapon at him.

"Take it easy Al. You can pass. Thanks for taking out the roaches." Kendall said retracting his baton.

Albert holstered the weapon and walked passed. Kendall pounced but the sound of the extending baton warned Albert of the attack. Kendall was older and a veteran, but he had grown soft in routine, not expecting to deal with anything more then someone drunk. Albert slammed him into the wall grabbing the baton out of Kendall's hand and smashing it across the visor. He didn't break anything, but left Kendall in a daze enough for Albert to take his cuffs and lock him to one of the grates on the wall.

"Sorry about that Kendall. I know you're just trying to do your job." Albert said.

Hurrying passed; Butch came running down the other end of the hallway. "Hey you stop!" he shouted.

Albert had no time to deal with Butch, drawing the pistol. "Don't be a hero Butch! Just go back to your room and let me go!"

"You gotta help me man!" Butch said stopping short of Albert his face white with fear. "The Radroaches are attacking my mom. I'm too scared to go in you got to save her man!"

With all the confusion happening in the vault, Albert confusion made all the rest disappear. "What?" Albert said flabbergasted. "Why are you asking for my help, I though you always hated me."  
>"I don't hate you. I just always thought you were a goody to shoes. And you are, so please save my mom!"<p>

"alright Butch." the tone in Butches voice made Albert think it wasn't a trap, even if it was it would be quite clever coming from Butch. "I'll help you."

"You'll save her? You man you're the best!"  
>"I said I'll help." Albert clarified. "You're going to help me kill them."<br>"Man I hate Radroaches though!" Butch said outside the door to their quarters.

"You rather your mom die instead?" Albert asked.

The face of fear was replaced by the familiar sneer of anger that Butch always had on his face whenever they were face to face. "Give me that stick!"  
>Handing him the baton. Butch charged in. Albert was surprised, for someone so afraid he sure changed quickly when something he cared for was in danger. Stepping behind Butch, he saw Ms. DeLoria standing on the couch using a small table to try and ward off the radroaches.<p>

Butch screamed like a barbarian, and with how bulky he was, and how over the top his scream was, the brief though of Butch as Ggnak pop in his head and Albert chuckled at the sight. When Butch crushed one of the radroaches that it tried to part down the middle, he snapped back into reality. Booting one of the radroach on its back he stepped on in it with a sickening crunch. Another tried to jump on him; he pistol whipped it into the wall and kicked it so hard his foot splattered the top of it.

"Yahoo!" Butch shouted. "We did it buddy!"

"Buddy?" Albert asked looking at the radroach guts on his red boots, glad they were the reinforced boots for maintenance and engineering. "When did we ever become friends?"  
>"Just now man!" Butch said taking off his tunnel snake outfit. Albert instinctively went to a defensive stance in case Butch tried to attack him. "Here take this, as a token of our friendship."<p>

Albert was skeptical, after years of them fighting each other; Butch was being a bit too friendly. "Why are you doing this?" Albert asked putting on the tunnel snake jacket.

"Your pops left the vault and you're going to be following him am I right?" Butch answered. "So take that as a reminder of all the scruffs we've had over the years."

"So no hard feelings?" Albert said zipping up the coat. Though he loathed admitting it, this thing was pretty comfortable.

"Nope. I hope you take care out there man. You know what." Butch said going to the closet. Taking out a spare tunnel snake outfit. "You run ahead I got an idea."

"Now I'm worried." Albert said turning to leave. Seeing Ms. Deloria still shaking. "Are you alright?"

"I need a friggin drink!" she suddenly shouted.

Hurrying away from the Deloria place. He rushed up the stairs and headed for the clinic. Stopping at the cafeteria he saw a body lying on the floor surrounded by Radroaches.

"Get away from them!" he shouted shooting at three of them, seeing a bat on the ground he used it to crush the rest. Turning the body over, he found it to be Agnes Taylor, her old eyes where opened in shock and pain. From the superficial bite marks, he knew that the radroaches hadn't killed her.

_Probably a heart attack_. Albert thought to himself. That's a death on the overseers' hands for overreacting.

Knowing there was nothing more he could do, he continued towards the clinic.

"_I HOPE YOU LIKE IT TOASTY!_" he heard the mechanical taunt of Andy.

Hurrying up the stairs he saw Andy shooting fire at a swarm of Radroaches while a security guard fired a few rounds into the swarm. Albert joined in the shooting of the Radroaches until his magazine was empty.

"_AH HELLO SIR_!" Andy greeted turning away from the flaming roaches. "_LOOKING FOR YOUR FATHER? I BELIEVE HE'S GONE TOPSIDE FOR A SPOT OF FRESH AIR._"

"Al?" the officer said putting away his weapon. "So you didn't leave with your dad! Amata said-"

"No I didn't leave Herman." Albert said glad to see a friendly face. "I didn't even know he left until just recently. And I'm going to find out why."

"You're going to leave as well? Go on the outside? Holey-moley." Officer Gomez said leaning against the wall.

"I need to stop in the clinic for just a sec though." Albert said opening the door and seeing Stanley hiding in the corner. "Letting Andy do all the fighting for you eh?" Albert teased.

"Hey I made him for something." Stanley said trying to cover his panic. "Is it safe?"

"For now." Albert said glad to see his father's terminal was still on. Hooking his pip-boy into it, he downloaded every file he could get his hands on. Hopefully something in there would explain why he left.

"Hey Al. put these on." Herman said holding out his vault armor and baton. "It'll do you more good than just that lousy jacket."  
>"Herman, what about you?" Albert asked worried about his friend and teacher.<p>

"I'll be fine." Herman reassured. "If you're trying to make it out, my outfit could also give you the disguise needed to make it out. You and I are about the right size after all."

Seeing the committed look of Herman's face, Albert nodded. He'd worn one of these before, three years ago when Herman had him audition for a junior position. Still Herman helped make sure everything as on properly, and though it was a bit roomy, fit him well enough.

"It suits you Al." Herman said smiling; Albert could see both pride and sadness in his eyes. "Al. you should know, it was a privilege and an honor."

Al knew he needed to hurry, but he was in the room with the two people that had taught him so much. Holding out his hand he shook Officer Gomez's hand. "Take the tunnel snake jacket back to Butch. Tell him that I'm sorry I can't take it with me."

Hurrying to Stanley. "Goodbye Stanley." Albert said shaking his hand; Stanley pulled him into a hug.

"You better take care of yourself out there." he whispered letting him go.

Hurrying to the clinic door he saw Andy and remembered something. "Stanley! In my room, second desk drawer on the right, is a holo-disk that'll give Andy medical programming. Use it because I don't think the vault has another expert physician."

"Thanks I'll do that now get going before someone else comes!"

"_FAREWELL YOUNG MASTER!_" Andy shouted as he headed towards the auditorium.

Don't you see this is our chance!" Tom Holden said to his wife. "We can get out of here just like the doctor did!"  
>"Tom we should just get back to our room!" Mary complained.<p>

"Listen to your wife Tom." officer O'Brian said pointing his gun at them both. "The vaults under lockdown and you're breaking quarantine!"

"You know that the outside worlds a hell that no one can live in?" officer Richards' chimed in. "the vaults where it's safe. Now listen to the overseer and your wife and get back to your room."  
>"The overseer lied!" Tom shouted making both officers raised their gun at him. "Grandma Taylor told me that she one explored the outside world! And if the doctor and she could leave then so can I!"<p>

"Officer Gomez!" O'Brian said looking passed the Holden's. "You and Richards escort Mr. and Mrs. Holden back to their rooms, with force if necessary. I need to stand guard in case that brat comes along."

"Too late."

He shot both of them twice in the chest before they could respond. There armor was made to take such a hit, but it still hurt like hell. Rushing them before they could recover, Albert took their guns and used their cuffs to get them back to back. Taking their spare magazines and emptying their guns.

"Tom!" Mary shouted pointing at the stairs.

Seeing a swarm of Radroches pouring down them it was the largest Albert had seen. "Both of you get to your Dorm if you don't want to die!"

Tom grabbed Mary's hand and ran back to the living station all thought of escaping forgotten. Albert leveled his gun and started firing. Each shot hit a radroach splattering it but more just kept coming over the dead carcasses. Ejecting a magazine and reloading he continued firing, trying to protect both the living quarters and the very officers he'd shot. It took three magazines, but all the radoraches were dead. Looking at the carnage, he felt bad for the mess he left Stanley and Andy.

He ignored the officers' protests as he ran up the stairs, he headed straight for the overseers office.

"You this is all your fault!" Allen Mack shouted through the glass of his dormitory. "You and your stupid father! If we never let you two in in the first place, this would've never had happened!"

Albert stopped. "What did you say?" Albert shouted at Allen but was ignored. "What do you mean in the first place?!"

The blinds shut; Albert hit the window in frustration. In the first place? Does that mean that he never was born in the vault? He and his father were outsiders? The resolve to leave had never been stronger. He needed to find his father and get some answers from him.

At the systems room he found even more radroaches. He took the baton and smashed them to relieve his frustrations, stopping when he noticed another body. Looking over it disgust filled Albert, the body was so badly gnawed on by radroach teeth that Albert couldn't make out how it was until reading the name tag. Floyd Lewis. Albert frustrations gave way to sadness, Floyd was always a good man and skilled engineer, and he didn't deserve to die being feasted upon roaches.

"He's dead." someone said behind him. "It's that bastards Lindsey fault and his kid. You want to get even you find them and you put a bullet in their eyes for messing up our vault."

Standing and turning around, he saw that it was security chief Hannon sr. standing there all spit and polish, talking to him as though he was some soldier looking for motivation to kill the enemy. He'd given the wrong person motivation.

Albert rushed Hannon tackling him to the ground. Hannon looked shocked for a moment but started fighting Albert off, knocking up the visor.

"You! You're father betrayed us all!" he shouted managing to throw Albert off of him. They stood and faced each other, Hannon tried to draw his pistol, but Albert took the baton and smashed his hand, the gun went off and the bullet went into the wall.

"You don't want to fire in here Hannon." Albert grunted. "Damaging the system could take down the whole vault."

"Your father already did that!" Hannon yelled aim a punch to Albert's face. Albert dropped the visor letting it take the blow. It disoriented him but wasn't that bad.

Countering with his baton, Albert got him in the knee. The kneepad prevented bones breaking but Hannon still buckled under the blow. Hannon could do nothing as Albert laid into him with the baton with a savage fury for everything that was happening so quickly.

Bleeding and unconscious, Albert anger simmered and he hoped that he hadn't just killed him. Hannons breathing was heavy, and he'd be sore, but he'd live. Taking Hannons security keys and spare magazine, he reloaded the rest from Hannons gun into his own and hurried down the corridor towards the overseers' office.

"Daddy please stop it!" he heard Amata plead and it felt as though the entire weight of the vault was in his stomach.

"Tell us where he is Amata." the overseer stated in controlled fury. "Now."

"I don't know where he went!" Amata screamed before she shrieked and was hit.

"Don't lie to me Amata!" the overseer shouted his anger getting loose. "That proves you know him! Intimately apparently!"

"Dad please." Amata whispered. "I-"

"Officer Mack may enjoy this but I do not." Alphonse stated. "But I will let this continue until you tell me where he went. You want it to stop he'll have take your place!"

"Deal!" Albert shouted bursting in the room shooting officer Mack four times in the back. When he turned Albert shot him five more times in the chest. He fell to the ground and Albert didn't even care if he killed him.

Amata took the opportunity and ran passed him. The overseer tried to follow but with a gun to his face he stopped and they stared at one another, not bothering to hide their distain and hatred for each other.

"You defiled my daughter." Alphonse hissed.

"Move." Albert said indicating the holding cell. Turning he saw the camera image of Amata and him in there living room, where she kissed him good luck. "What kind of monster are you to torture your own daughter?"

"Everything I do is for the good of the vault." Alphonse stated keeping his hands up. "Something you'd never understand. Outsider!"

"So it's true? My father and me?"

"Yes." Alphonse said his tone becoming gentle. "I know how you used to pour over the records in an attempt to find anything out about your mother. How you always pestered your father about why she wasn't anywhere in the obituaries. I think the answer is obvious. I was there when James first came to the vault with you under his arm. You call me a monster? Well what kind of monster would leave his child in the dark about his origins? I can tell you anything you want to know. Just hand me that gun and will discuss this like civilized men."

He turned and smiled. The gentle smile that Albert remembered back at his tenth birthday, when he heard the overseers' true distain from him. He punched him in the face so hard the overseer fell back into the cell.

"I'll go ask my dad why!" Albert shouted shutting the cell door.

"You brat! I should've never let you in! Keep away from Amata! Don't get your filth anywhere near her again!"

Albert bit is tongue that Amata and he had gotten very filthy together many times over the years. Using Hannons keys to open the security lockers, he took out one of the duffle bags and loaded boxes of 10mm ammo, spare magazines, a med-kit, and chuckled when he found a spare vault security uniform with a blank name tag. Herman hadn't been kidding.

Swinging the heavy bag over his shoulders he hurried to the office, seeing a drinking fountain, he stopped to take one quick drink, from the corner of his eye, he saw Amata kneeling down over a body"

"Amata." Albert said wiping his mouth. The rest of his words were caught in his mouth when he saw who it was.

Jonas laid there, his face so broken that it was only because of the glasses that Albert could even recognize him. The blood among the floor let him know that no radroaches had done this.

"They beat him to death Al." Amata said through tears. She hugged him tightly and he returned it, tears forcing their way down his own face as he stared upon the corpse of a good friend. "Why is this happening?"

"I don't know Amata." Albert whispered. "This is too much, all this just for someone leaving?"

"It's crazy." she whispered wiping her eyes. She looked over him and saw the pack. "You ready to leave?"

"yeah." he whispered the taste of leaving bittersweet with the death of Jonas.

"Then let's get going." Amata said fire in her voice and a dedicated look in her eyes. She was determined to see this through, so Albert would do the same.

Goodbye my friend. You didn't deserve this." Albert said closing Jonas eyes. Seeing a holo-disk sticking out of Jonas lab pocket he grabbed it, in black letters were only two words: From dad.

"I'm locking the doors behind you." Amata stated the steel in her voice whenever she had to take on the role of supervisor. "It'll give us some time. "Do you have food in there?" Amata asked suddenly.

"No. just bullets and medicine." Albert said. The thought of food didn't even cross his mind.

"Water?" she asked worryingly

"Don't have that either." strange the thought of food and water didn't even seem relevant to escaping.

"Come with me." she led them to her room. It was the first time he'd ever been in it. Her room was just as big as his living room, a desk, her own terminal, a double bed.

_Being the overseers' daughter gave really good benefits_. He thought. Looking at her desk in a vase, were many of the paper flowers that he'd made her over the years. "You kept them."

"Most of them." Amata said. "I had to throw some out though; I kept the ones I really liked though."

He approached her desk and saw the messed up lotus petal flower he'd first made it hadn't even been colored, just a piece of notebook paper that he practiced on and gave her. 'You liked this one?" Albert said holding it.

"It's one of the prettiest." she said. Looking over at him, before going to the private bathroom and running the water. She came back out and opened his bag.

"Several snack bars. And this is my old vault 101 canteen." she said shoving them in. "never thought that old thing would be useful."

He remembered back when they were eight, how she would wear that thing around her and they'd explore the reactor room like adventurers. Loud banging on the door snapped him back to reality.

"We need to hurry." he said.

They went in the overseers' room. A place that he'd never been in surprisingly, even with all the times he skipped class or gotten into fights. A large room with many monitors behind it, and a terminal on a moon curved desk. He connected his pip-boy into the terminal.

"Look for a file called overseers tunnel." Amata said.

"Could he get any more obvious?" Albert said hitting the download button for all files. If what Alphonse said was true, then there might be something about his father or whatever was on the outside. Clicking on 'overseers' tunnel' commencing was the reply.

The desk lifted and the chair slid back revealing a stairway.

Alright let's get going." Amata said stepping down the stairs.

The stairs let to a blank wall with a switch. Hitting it the wall slid open letting them both right outside the giant steel door of 101. They had always come here as children to stare at the giant gear like door, wondering what was outside of 101 and now they were going to find out.

"Alright let's get that thing opened." Albert said heading to the station by the stairs. The switching station was simple, all he needed was a key and to throw the switch.

"You're going to need this." Amata said putting in the key, twisting it she put her hand on the switch and hesitated. The realities of her actions seem to be catching up to her and she sighed.

Putting his hand upon hers he gently pulled down, Amata's hand didn't struggle or resist. She wanted the vault opened as well and they both opened it together. The sirens and yellow warning lights of the vaults systems echoed and flashed throughout the reactor room.

"We did it." Amata whispered happily. Through her eyes were full of tears as she looked at Albert. "You're out."

"What do you mean? Aren't you coming with me?" Albert said his heart felt as though a thousand knives were piercing it.

"I can't Albert. Someone has to get the vault back under control. I have to bring some sanity back to the craziness of today."

"After what he did to you!" Albert objected. He was not going to leave Amata In the hands of that asshole.

"I can take a few hits Al!" and she had the fire in her eyes. The fire that when she ever set her mind on something, it was going to get done. "Vault 101 wasn't just going to be opened for the two of us! It was meant for everyone so we can have hope that there is something more out there! And there is! You and your father came from the outside, and he went back out there! There is so much more then this vault! And I'm very happy for that.

"But if I leave, my father will seal it back up. And nobody will ever get back out Al. Please I can't let that happen."

With tears in her eyes, he could tell that the pain going through him was also going through her. But she wasn't letting it cloud her judgment. Just as she didn't crack even though she was being beaten, so she wasn't letting her personal feeling get in the way of what was best for the people under her care. Her dedication and her ability to see things at all angles and come out with the best for all. It was the very things he loved in her.

"Why can't you ever be selfish for once in your life?" he smiled before kissing her.

She grabbed his head and kissed him back hard; they held each other both knowing that it may be the last time that they would ever be able to be together like this. For one moment, he wanted to stay and fight the overseer, stay at Amata's side and take the vault back.

"I fricking knew it!" Butch shouted from the shadows. Snapping them both out of there fantasy. "I knew you two were an item!"  
>"Butch!" Amata stammered her face blushing red. "What are you doing here?"<p>

"I do some dirty work for your father don't I?" Butch said taking out his switchblade. "And I'd said I'd guard the vault door if the 'doctors' brat' showed up."

"Butch." Albert warned.

"Don't worry about it. I never saw you. Besides I needed to give you this back." Butch said holding out the tunnel snake jacket. "You don't get to leave the tunnel snakes until I say you can."

Albert chuckled, of all the people to help him. "Alright Butch, I'll wear it with pride." putting it on, a thought ran through his head." Butch you still you feel you owe me?"

"Yeah what do you need?" he asked.

"Protect Amata." Albert replied. "You are the second toughest man in the vault. So please look after her."

"You got it buddy!" Butch said. "And I'm the toughest in the vault, never forget that."

A loud banging on the door behind Amata made them all turn. "He's opened the vault! Get this door opened now!"

Amata face twisted in fear. "Go! Now!" she screamed.

Albert walked backwards, not taking his eyes off of Amata. Butch had the switchblade out and was at Amata back readying to fulfill his promise already. Tripping over the entrance of the vault, Albert twisted around and ran. Stepping on the outside he barely registered the skeletons and ancient signs as he ran down the dirt cave road. Seeing a light he heard the warning sounds and the grinding of metal as the vault door began to close.

He stopped and turned back towards the door. "AMATA!" he shouted trying to overcome the sounds of the closing vault door. "AMATA! I PROMISE WHEN I COME BACK I"LL BRING YOU FLOWERS!"

The vault door sealed shut with finality. Sounds of locks and an eerie quite filled the caverns. Curious as to the skeletons, he went over to them, finding signs gripped in their hands reading 'let us in you bastards!' 'We're dying out here!'. From the grip of their hands, he guessed they must've been flash killed by the nuclear bombs of the Great War.

He put his ear to the vault door, but could only hear his beating heart. There was nothing he could do. Amata and he both made their decisions and he was not about to let her down by standing in front of the door moping. Walking up the cavern path, he saw an old gate with light coming behind it, and stepped into the sun for the first time he could remember.


End file.
